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packed nothing. Kvatcrnik took a revolver which
he had to leave in a cloakroom in Lausanne. The arm
belonged to Pavelitch and represented the last hope of
the conspiracy. If Marseilles and^ Versailles failed,
perhaps the chief himself would fire the final shot.
But who was to act at Lausanne had not been settled,
Pavelitch had merely said: "Leave that to mo."

They travelled second class. The other passengers
did not look at them with interest* No spy passing
by the corridor considered them, Kvatcrnik with a
sheaf of newspapers, mostly Austrian and French, read
all he could find about King Alexander's visit to France,
He did not try to conduct a conversation with the
semi-illiterate Vlada. One would hardly have thought
they were travelling together. He was a handsome,
elegant young fellow. The son of Colonel Kvatcrnik
of the old Austrian army looked as it" he had bought his
attire in the best shops in Vienna; an Austrian dandy,
he used perfume, He showed a coloured silk handker-
chief in the upper pocket of his coat and had fancy socks
to match and patent leather shoes* Vlada the Chauffeur,
in a cheap ready-made suit he had bought: in Budapest,
heavy boots, soiled shirt, his face sunk in slc.cpy melan-
choly, looked an uncouth figure. One might1'have put:
him down as a commercial traveller, but it would have
been hard to say what he was travelling in. A traveller
in assassinations!

Kvaternik was young in the revolutionary move-
ment, He had attempted to blow up Police 1 lead-
quarters in Zagreb, the one crime held against: him*
He had no authority except that delegated by Pavelitch,
Before reaching Zurich Kvatcrnik opened one of his
suit-cases and took out an old newspaper on which
Pavelitch had written his code sign in copying-ink
pencil. Two big purple words were scrawled across
two columns. Vlada noticed but made no comment,
He had seen the pogkmik do it. He knew that
Kvaternik was in command and that whatever that